BARBARIAN STORIES

kept him warm and unafraid. The man noises were
all gone, the beast noises getting thicker. He took
the strong rake-stick, forked and sharp and fire-
hardened, out of its hole in the turf at the side of his
field, and held it against him with fingers hard and
crooked like an owl's. He climbed over into Ash-in-
the-Air's barley field, and looked round him once.
There was no one, nothing, watching him; nothing,
at least, that would tell - not if he was careful. He
felt on the ground for a thistle and pulled it up. He
held it in his hand, to all four quarters, to sky and
earth and to the boundary wall, 'You see,' he said,
quite loudly, *I am pulling up the bad prickles from
his field/ Then he stooped very quickly, with the
straight end of the stick pressing against his chest so
that the fork dug into the ground. Then he moved
forward, shoving against it, so that it tore up the
ground, tore through the small, quivering roots of
the barley, the ruined, thin, green bodies of the
barley women. Backwards and forwards he went,
raking cruelly across the field in the dark, so hard at
it that before he was half done he had sweated his
anger out, and as it left him, cold and fear came
rushing in. He just managed to put back the rake,
trembling all over as he did it, and then turned and
rushed across the side of the hill, whimpering half
aloud with fright and horror at what he had done:
a little, running man under an enormous, unfriendly
sky, with his town only just coming In sight and a
terrible weight at his heart that slowed him down,
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